

Ursula was once asked what she wanted to see happen with her books after 
she died. 


“I want them available, I want cheap paper editions of them, I want them to 
be continuously downloaded in forty languages, I want them to be read, I 
want them to be argued about, I want people to cry over them, I want 
unreadable dissertations written about them, I want people to get angry 
with them, I want people to love them.” 


In accordance with her wishes, we are making this freely available to anyone 
who wants to get more familiar with Ursula’s work, or to anyone who just 
needs a reason to hate the Ewoks. 



Chapter Five 


IT had been a shock, meeting Selver face to face. As he flew back to Central from the foothill village, 
Lyubov tried to decide why it had been a shock, to analyze out the nerve that had jumped. For after all 
one isn’t usually terrified by a chance meeting with a good friend. 

It hadn’t been easy to get the headwoman to invite him. Tuntar had been his main locus of study all 
summer; he had several excellent informants there and was on good terms with the Lodge and with 
the headwoman, who had let him observe and participate in the community freely. Wangling an 
actual invitation out of her, via some of the ex-serfs still in the area, had taken a long time, but at last 
she had complied, giving him, according to the new directives, a genuine ‘occasion arranged by the 
Athsheans.’ His own conscience, rather than the Colonel, had insisted on this. Dongh wanted him to 
go. He was worried about the Creechie Threat. He told Lyubov to size them up, to ‘see how they’re 
reacting now that we’re leaving them strictly alone.’ He hoped for reassurance. Lyubov couldn’t decide 
whether the report he’d be turning in would reassure Colonel Dongh, or not. 

For ten miles out of Central, the plain had been logged and the stumps had all rotted away; it was now 
a great dull flat of fibreweed, hairy gray in the rain. Under those hirsute leaves the seedling shrubs got 
their first growth, the sumacs, dwarf aspens, and salviforms which, grown, would in turn protect the 
seedling trees. Left alone, in this even, rainy climate, this area might reforest itself within thirty years 
and reattain the full climax forest within a hundred. Left alone. 

Suddenly the forest began again, in space not time: under the helicopter the infinitely various green of 
leaves covered the slow swells and foldings of the hills of North Sornol. Like most Terrans on Terra, 
Lyubov had never walked among wild trees at all, never seen a wood larger than a city block. At first 
on Athshe he had felt oppressed and uneasy in the forest, stifled by its endless crowd and incoherence 
of trunks, branches, leaves in the perpetual greenish or brownish twilight. The mass and jumble of 
various competitive lives all pushing and swelling outward and upward toward light, the silence made 
up of many little meaningless noises, the total vegetable indifference to the presence of mind, all this 
had troubled him, and like the others he had kept to clearings and to the beach. But little by little he 
had begun to like it. Gosse teased him, calling him Mr. Gibbon; in fact Lyubov looked rather like a 
gibbon, with a round, dark face, long arms, and hair graying early; but gibbons were extinct. Like it or 
not, as a hilfer he had to go into the forests to find the hilfs; and now after four years of it he was 
completely at home under the trees, more so perhaps than anywhere else. 
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He had also come to like the Athsheans’ names for their own lands and places, sonorous two-syllabled 
words: Sornol, Tuntar, Eshreth, Eshsen—that was now Centralville—Endtor, Abtan, and above all 
Athshe, which meant the Forest, and the World. So Earth, Terra, meant both the soil and the planet, 
two meanings and one. 
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But to the Athsheans soil, ground, earth was not that to which the dead return and by which the living 
live: the substance of their world was not earth, but forest. Terran man was clay, red dust. Athshean 
man was branch and root. They did not carve figures of themselves in stone, only in wood. 

He brought the hopper down in a small glade north of the town, and walked in past the Women’s 
Lodge. The smell of an Athshean settlement hung pungent in the air, woodsmoke, dead fish, aromatic 
herbs, alien sweat. The atmosphere of an underground house, if a Terran could fit himself in at all, 
was a rare compound of CO2 and stinks. Lyubov had spent many intellectually stimulating hours 
doubled up and suffocating in the reeking gloom of the Men’s Lodge in Tuntar. But it didn’t look as if 
he would be invited in this time. 

Of course the townsfolk knew of the Smith Camp massacre, now six weeks ago. 

They would have known of it soon, for word got around fast among the islands, though not so fast as 
to constitute a ‘mysterious power of telepathy’ as the loggers liked to believe. The townsfolk also knew 
that the 1200 slaves at Centralville had been freed soon after the Smith Camp massacre, and Lyubov 
agreed with the Colonel that the natives might take the second event to be a result of the first. That 
gave what Colonel Dongh would call ‘an erroneous impression,’ but it probably wasn’t important. 
What was important was that the slaves had been freed. Wrongs done could not be righted; but at 
least they were not still being done. They could start over: the natives without that painful, 
unanswerable wonder as to why the ‘yumens’ treated men like animals; and he without the burden of 
explanation and the gnawing of irremediable guilt. 

Knowing how they valued candor and direct speech concerning frightening or troublous matters, he 
expected that people in Tuntar would talk about these things with him, in triumph, or apology, or 
rejoicing, or puzzlement. No one did. No one said much of anything to him. 

He had come in late afternoon, which was like ‘arriving in a Terran city just after dawn. Athsheans did 
sleep—the colonists’ opinion, as often, ignored observable fact —but their physiological low was 
between noon and four p.m., whereas with Terrans it is usually between two and five a.m.; and they 
had a double-peak cycle of high temperature and high activity, coming in the two twilights, dawn and 
evening. Most adults slept five or six hours in 24, in several catnaps; and adept men slept as little as 
two hours in 24; so, if one discounted both their naps and their dreaming-states as ‘laziness,’ one 
might say they never slept. It was much easier to say that than to understand what they actually did 
do.—At this point, in Tuntar, things were just beginning to stir again after the late-day slump. 

Lyubov noticed a good many strangers. They looked at him, but none approached; they were mere 
presences passing on other paths in the dusk of the great oaks. At last someone he knew came along 
his path, the headwoman’s cousin Sherrar, an old woman of small importance and small 
understanding. She greeted him civilly, but did not or would not respond to his inquiries about the 
headwoman and his two best informants, Egath the Orchard-keeper and Tubab the Dreamer. Oh, the 
headwoman was very busy, and who was Egath, did he mean Geban, and Tubab might be here or 
perhaps he was there, or not. She stuck to Lyubov, and nobody else spoke to him. He worked his way, 
accompanied by the hobbling, complaining, tiny, green crone, across the groves and glades of Tuntar 
to the Men’s Lodge. “They’re busy in there,” said Sherrar. 
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“Dreaming?” 


“However should I know? Come along now, Lyubov, come see...” She knew he always wanted to see 
things, but she couldn’t think what to show him to draw him away. “Come see the fishing-nets,” she 
said feebly. 

A girl passing by, one of the Young Hunters, looked up at him: a black look, a stare of animosity such 
as he had never received from any Athshean, unless perhaps from a little child frightened into 
scowling by his height and his hairless face. But this girl was not frightened. 

“All right,” he said to Sherrar, feeling that his only course was docility. If the Athsheans had indeed 
developed—at last, and abruptly—the sense of group enmity, then he must accept this, and simply try 
to show them that he remained a reliable, unchanging friend. 

But how could their way of feeling and thinking have changed so fast, after so long? And why? At 
Smith Camp, provocation had been immediate and intolerable: Davidson’s cruelty would drive even 
Athsheans to violence. But this town, Tuntar, had never been attacked by the Terrans, had suffered no 
slave-raids, had not seen the local forest logged or burned. He, Lyubov himself, had been there—the 
anthropologist cannot always leave his own shadow out of the picture he draws—but not for over two 
months now. They had got the news from Smith, and there were among them now refugees, ex-slaves, 
who had suffered at the Terrans’ hands and would talk about it. But would news and hearsay change 
the hearers, change them radically?—when their unaggressiveness ran so deep in them, right through 
their culture and society and on down into their subconscious, their ‘dream time,’ and perhaps into 
their very physiology? That an Athshean could be provoked, by atrocious cruelty, to attempt murder, 
he knew: he had seen it happen—once. That a disrupted community might be similarly provoked by 
similarly intolerable injuries, he had to believe: it had happened at Smith Camp. But that talk and 
hearsay, no matter how frightening and outrageous, could enrage a settled community of these people 
to the point where they acted against their customs and reason, broke entirely out of their whole style 
of living, this he couldn’t believe. It was psychologically improbable. Some element was missing. 

Old Tubab came out of the Lodge, just as Lyubov passed in front of it. Behind the old man came 
Selver. 

Selver crawled out of the tunnel-door, stood upright, blinked at the rain-grayed, foliage-dimmed 
brightness of daylight. His dark eyes met Lyubov’s, looking up. 

Neither spoke. Lyubov was badly frightened. 

Flying home in the hopper, analyzing out the shocked nerve, he thought, why fear? Why was I afraid 
of Selver? Unprovable intuition or mere false analogy? 

Irrational in any case. 

Nothing between Selver and Lyubov had changed. What Selver had done at Smith Camp could be 
justified; even if it couldn’t be justified, it made no difference. The friendship between them was too 
deep to be touched by moral doubt. They had worked very hard together; they had taught each other, 
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in rather more than the literal sense, their languages. They had spoken without reserve. And Lyubov’s 
love for his friend was deepened by that gratitude the savior feels toward the one whose life he has 
been privileged to save. 

Indeed he had scarcely realized until that moment how deep his liking and loyalty to Selver were. Had 
his fear in fact been the personal fear that Selver might, having learned racial hatred, reject him, 
despise his loyalty, and treat him not as ‘you,’ but as ‘one of them’? 

After that long first gaze Selver came forward slowly and greeted Lyubov, holding out his hands. 

Touch was a main channel of communication among the forest people. Among Terrans touch is 
always likely to imply threat, aggression, and so for them there is often nothing between the formal 
handshake and the sexual caress. All that blank was filled by the Athsheans with varied customs of 
touch. Caress as signal and reassurance was as essential to them as it is to mother and child or to lover 
and lover; but its significance was social, not only maternal and sexual. It was part of their language, it 
was therefore patterned, codified, yet infinitely modifiable. “They’re always pawing each other,” some 
of the colonists sneered, unable to see in these touch-exchanges anything but their own eroticism 
which, forced to concentrate itself exclusively on sex and then repressed and frustrated, invades and 
poisons every sensual pleasure, every humane response: the victory of a blinded, furtive Cupid over 
the great brooding mother of all the seas and stars, all the leaves of trees, all the gestures of men, 
Venus Genetrix... 

So Selver came forward with his hands held out, shook Lyubov’s hand Terran fashion, and then took 
both his arms with a stroking motion just above the elbow. He was not much more than half Lyubov’s 
height, which made all gestures difficult and ungainly for both of them, but there was nothing 
uncertain or childlike in the touch of his small, thin-boned, green-furred hand on Lyubov’s arms. It 
was a reassurance. 

Lyubov was very glad to get it. 

“Selver, what luck to meet you here. I want very much to talk with you—” 

“I can’t now, Lyubov.” 

He spoke gently, but when he spoke Lyubov’s hope of an unaltered friendship vanished. Selver had 
changed. He was changed, radically: from the root. 

“Can I come back,” Lyubov said urgently, “another day, and talk with you, Selver? It is important to 
me—” 

“I leave here today,” Selver said even more gently, but letting go Lyubov’s arms, and also looking 
away. He thus put himself literally out of touch. Civility required that Lyubov do the same, and let the 
conversation end. But then there would be no one to talk to. Old Tubab had not even looked at him; 
the town had turned its back on him. And this was Selver, who had been his friend. 

“Selver, this killing at Kelme Deva, maybe you think that lies between us. But it does not. Maybe it 
brings us closer together. And your people in the slave-pens, they’ve all been set free, so that wrong no 
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longer lies between us. And even if it does —it always did—all the same I...I am the same man I was, 
Selver.” 

At first the Athshean made no response. His strange face, the large deep-set eyes, the strong features 
misshapen by scars and blurred by the short silken fur that followed and yet obscured all contours, 
this face turned from Lyubov, shut, obstinate. 

Then suddenly he looked round as if against his own intent. “Lyubov, you shouldn’t have come here. 
You should leave Central two nights from now. I don’t know what you are. It would be better if I had 
never known you.” 

And with that he was off, a light walk like a long-legged cat, a green flicker among the dark oaks of 
Tuntar, gone. Tubab followed slowly after him, still without a glance at Lyubov. A fine rain fell without 
sound on the oak-leaves and on the narrow pathways to the Lodge and the river. Only if you listened 
intently could you hear the rain, too multitudinous a music for one mind to grasp, a single endless 
chord played on the entire forest. 

“Selver is a god,” said old Sherrar. “Come and see the fishing-nets now.” Lyubov declined. It would be 
impolite and impolitic to stay; anyway he had no heart to. 

He tried to tell himself that Selver had not been rejecting him, Lyubov, but him as a Terran. It made 
no difference. It never does. 

He was always disagreeably surprised to find how vulnerable his feelings were, how much it hurt him 
to be hurt. This sort of adolescent sensitivity was shameful, he should have a tougher hide by now. 

The little crone, her green fur all dusted and be-silvered with raindrops, sighed with relief when he 
said goodbye. As he started the hopper he had to grin at the sight of her, hop-hobbling off into the 
trees as fast as she could go, like a little toad that has escaped a snake. 

Quality is an important matter, but so is quantity: relative size. The normal adult reaction to a very 
much smaller person may be arrogant, or protective, or patronizing, or affectionate, or bullying, but 
whatever it is it’s liable to be better fitted to a child than to an adult. Then, when the child-sized 
person was furry, a further response got called upon, which Lyubov had labeled the Teddybear 
Reaction. Since the Athsheans used caress so much, its manifestation was not inappropriate, but its 
motivation remained suspect. And finally there was the inevitable Freak Reaction, the flinching away 
from what is human but does not quite look so. 

But quite outside of all that was the fact that the Athsheans, like Terrans, were simply funny-looking 
at times. Some of them did look like little toads, owls, caterpillars. Sherrar was not the first little old 
lady who had struck Lyubov as looking funny from behind... 

And that’s one trouble with the colony, he thought as he lifted the hopper and Tuntar vanished 
beneath the oaks and the leafless orchards. We haven’t got any old women. No old men either, except 
Dongh and he’s only about sixty. But old women are different from everybody else, they say what they 
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think. The Athsheans are governed, in so far as they have government, by old women. Intellect to the 
men, politics to the women, and ethics to the interaction of both: that’s their arrangement. 

It has charm, and it works—for them. I wish the administration had sent out a couple of grannies 
along with all those nubile fertile high-breasted young women. Now that girl I had over the other 
night, she’s really very nice, and nice in bed, she has a kind heart, but my God it’ll be forty years 
before she’ll say anything to a man... 

But all the time, beneath his thoughts concerning old women and young ones, the shock persisted, the 
intuition or recognition that would not let itself be recognized. 

He must think this out before he reported to HQ. 

Selver: What about Selver, then? 

Selver was certainly a key figure to Lyubov. Why? Because he knew him well, or because of some 
actual power in his personality, which Lyubov had never consciously appreciated? 

But he had appreciated it; he had picked Selver out very soon as an extraordinary person. ‘Sam,’ he 
had been then, bodyservant for three officers sharing a prefab. 

Lyubov remembered Benson boasting what a good creechie they’d got, they’d broke him in right. 

Many Athsheans, especially Dreamers from the Lodges, could not change their polycyclic sleep- 
pattern to fit the Terran one. If they caught up with their normal sleep at night, that prevented them 
from catching up with the REM or paradoxical sleep, whose 120-minute cycle ruled their life both day 
and night, and could not be fitted in to the Terran workday. Once you have learned to do your 
dreaming wide awake, to balance your sanity not on the razor’s edge of reason but on the double 
support, the fine balance, of reason and dream; once you have learned that, you cannot unlearn it any 
more than you can unlearn to think. So many of the men became groggy, confused, withdrawn, even 
catatonic. Woman, bewildered and abased, behaved with the sullen listlessness of the newly enslaved. 
Male non-adepts and some of the younger Dreamers did best; they adapted, working hard in the 
logging camps or becoming clever servants. Sam had been one of these, an efficient, characterless 
bodyservant, cook, laundry-boy, butler, back soaper, and scapegoat for his three masters. He had 
learned how to be invisible. Lyubov borrowed him as an ethnological informant, and had, by some 
affinity of mind and nature, won Sam’s trust at once. He found Sam the ideal informant, trained in his 
people’s customs, perceptive of their significances, and quick to translate them, to make them 
intelligible to Lyubov, bridging the gap between two languages, two cultures, two species of the genus 
Man. 

For two years Lyubov had been traveling, studying, interviewing, observing, and had failed to get at 
the key that would let him into the Athshean mind. He didn’t even know where the lock was. He had 
studied the Athsheans’ sleeping-habits and found that they apparently had no sleeping-habits. He had 
wired countless electrodes onto countless furry green skulls, and failed to make any sense at all out of 
the familiar patterns, the spindles and jags, the alphas and deltas and thetas, that appeared on the 
graph. It was Selver who had made him understand, at last, the Athshean significance of the word 
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‘dream,’ which was also the word for ‘root,’ and so hand him the key of the kingdom of the forest 
people. It was with Selver as EEG subject that he had first seen with comprehension the extraordinary 
impulse-patterns of a brain entering a dream-state neither sleeping nor awake: a condition which 
related to Terran dreaming-sleep as the Parthenon to a mud hut: the same thing basically, but with 
the addition of complexity, quality, and control. 

What then, what more? 

Selver might have escaped. He stayed, first as a valet, then (through one of Lyubov’s few useful 
perquisites as spesh) as Scientific Aide, still locked up nightly with all other creechies in the pen (the 
Voluntary Autochthonous Labor Personnel Quarters). “I’ll fly you up to Tuntar and work with you 
there,” Lyubov had said, about the third time he talked with Selver, “for God’s sake why stay 
here?”—“My wife, Thele, is in the pen,” Selver had said. Lyubov had tried to get her released, but she 
was in the HQ kitchen, and the sergeants who managed the kitchen-gang resented any interference 
from “brass” and “speshes.” Lyubov had to be very careful, lest they take out their resentment on the 
woman. She and Selver had both seemed willing to wait patiently until both could escape or be freed. 
Male and female creechies were strictly segregated in the pens—why, no one seemed to know—and 
husband and wife rarely saw each other. Lyubov managed to arrange meetings for them in his hut, 
which he had to himself at the north end of town. It was when Thele was returning to HQ from one 
such meeting that Davidson had seen her and apparently been struck by her frail, frightened grace. 
He had had her brought to his quarters that night, and had raped her. 

He had killed her in the act, perhaps; this had happened before, a result of the physical disparity; or 
else she had stopped living. Like some Terrans, the Athsheans had the knack of the authentic death- 
wish, and could cease to live. In either case it was Davidson who had killed her. Such murders had 
occurred before. What had not occurred before was what Selver did, the second day after her death. 

Lyubov had got there only at the end. He could recall the sounds; himself running down Main Street 
in hot sunlight; the dust, the knot of men. The whole thing could have lasted only five minutes, a long 
time for a homicidal fight. When Lyubov got there Selver was blinded with blood, a sort of toy for 
Davidson to play with, and yet he had picked himself up and was coming back, not with berserk rage 
but with intelligent despair. He kept coming back. It was Davidson who was scared into rage at last by 
that terrible persistence; knocking Selver down with a side-blow he had moved forward lifting his 
booted foot to stamp on the skull. Even as he moved, Lyubov had broken into the circle. He stopped 
the fight (for whatever blood-thirst the ten or twelve men watching had had, was more than appeased, 
and they backed Lyubov when he told Davidson hands off); and thenceforth he hated Davidson, and 
was hated by him, having come between the killer and his death. 

For if it’s all the rest of us who are killed by the suicide, it’s himself whom the murderer kills; only he 
has to do it over, and over, and over. 

Lyubov had picked up Selver, a light weight in his arms. The mutilated face had pressed against his 
shirt so that the blood soaked through against his own skin. He had taken Selver to his own bungalow, 
splinted his broken wrist, done what he could for his face, kept him in his own bed, night after night 
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tried to talk to him, to reach him in the desolation of his grief and shame. It was, of course, against 
regulations. 

Nobody mentioned the regulations to him. They did not have to. He knew he was forfeiting most of 
what favor he had ever had with the officers of the colony. 

He had been careful to keep on the right side of HQ, objecting only to extreme cases of brutality 
against the natives, using persuasion not defiance, and conserving what shred of power and influence 
he had. He could not prevent the exploitation of the Athsheans. It was much worse than his training 
had led him to expect, but he could do little about it here and now. His reports to the Administration 
and to the Committee on Rights might—after the roundtrip of 54 years—have some effect; Terra 
might even decide that the Open Colony policy for Athshe was a bad mistake. Better 54 years late than 
never. If he lost the tolerance of his superiors here they would censor or invalidate his reports, and 
there would be no hope at all. 

But he was too angry now to keep up his strategy. To hell with the others, if they insisted on seeing his 
care of a friend as an insult to Mother Earth and a betrayal of the colony. If they labeled him ‘creechie- 
lover’ his usefulness to the Athsheans would be impaired; but he could not set a possible, general good 
above Selver’s imperative need. You can’t save a people by selling your friend. Davidson, curiously 
infuriated by the minor injuries Selver had done him and by Lyubov’s interference, had gone around 
saying he intended to finish off that rebel creechie; he certainly would do so if he got the chance. 
Lyubov stayed with Selver night and day for two weeks, and then flew him out of Central and put him 
down in a west coast town, Broter, where he had relatives. 

There was no penalty for aiding slaves to escape, since the Athsheans were not slaves at all except in 
fact: they were Voluntary Autochthonous Labor Personnel. 

Lyubov was not even reprimanded. But the regular officers distrusted him totally, instead of partially, 
from then on; and even his colleagues in the Special Services, the exobiologist, the ag and forestry 
coordinators, the ecologists, variously let him know that he had been irrational, quixotic, or stupid. 
“Did you think you were coming on a picnic?” Gosse had demanded. 

“No. I didn’t think it would be any bloody picnic,” Lyubov answered, morose. 

“I can’t see why any hilfer voluntarily ties himself up to an Open Colony. You know the people you’re 
studying are going to get plowed under, and probably wiped out. It’s the way things are. It’s human 
nature, and you must know you can’t change that. Then why come and watch the process? 
Masochism?” 

“I don’t know what ‘human nature’ is. Maybe leaving descriptions of what we wipe out is part of 
human nature.—Is it much pleasanter for an ecologist, really?” 

Gosse ignored this. “All right then, write up your descriptions. But keep out of the carnage. A biologist 
studying a rat colony doesn’t start reaching in and rescuing pet rats of his that get attacked, you 
know.” 
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At this Lyubov had blown loose. He had taken too much. “No, of course not,” he said. “A rat can be a 
pet, but not a friend. Selver is my friend. In fact he’s the only man on this world whom I consider to be 
a friend.” That had hurt poor old Gosse, who wanted to be a father-figure to Lyubov, and it had done 
nobody any good. Yet it had been true. And the truth shall make you free...I like Selver, respect him; 
saved him; suffered with him; fear him. Selver is my friend. 

Selver is a god. 

So the little green crone had said as if everybody knew it, as flatly as she might have said So-and-so is 
a hunter. “Selver sha’ab.” What did sha’ab mean, though? 

Many words of the Women’s Tongue, the everyday speech of the Athsheans, came from the Men’s 
Tongue that was the same in all communities, and these words often were not only two-syllabled but 
two-sided. They were coins, obverse and reverse. 

Sha’ab meant god, or numinous entity, or powerful being; it also meant something quite different, but 
Lyubov could not remember what. By this stage in his thinking, he was home in his bungalow, and 
had only to look it up in the dictionary which he and Selver had compiled in four months of 
exhausting but harmonious work. Of course: sha’ab, translator. 

It was almost too pat, too apposite. 

Were the two meanings connected? Often they were, yet not so often as to constitute a rule. If a god 
was a translator, what did he translate? Selver was indeed a gifted interpreter, but that gift had found 
expression only through the fortuity of a truly foreign language having been brought into his world. 
Was a sha’ab one who translated the language of dream and philosophy, the Men’s Tongue, into the 
everyday speech? But all Dreamers could do that. Might he then be one who could translate into 
waking life the central experience of vision: one serving as a link between the two realities, considered 
by the Athsheans as equal, the dream-time and the world-time, whose connections, though vital, are 
obscure. A link: one who could speak aloud the perceptions of the subconscious. To ‘speak’ that 
tongue is to act. To do a new thing. To change or to be changed, radically, from the root. For the root 
is the dream. 

And the translator is the god. Selver had brought a new word into the language of his people. He had 
done a new deed. The word, the deed, murder. Only a god could lead so great a newcomer as Death 
across the bridge between the worlds. 

But had he learned to kill his fellowmen among his own dreams of outrage and bereavement, or from 
the undreamed-of-actions of the strangers? Was he speaking his own language, or was he speaking 
Captain Davidson’s? That which seemed to rise from the root of his own suffering and express his own 
changed being, might in fact be an infection, a foreign plague, which would not make a new people of 
his race, but would destroy them. 

It was not in Raj Lyubov’s nature to think, “What can I do?” Character and training disposed him not 
to interfere in other men’s business. His job was to find out what they did, and his inclination was to 
let them go on doing it. He preferred to be enlightened, rather than to enlighten; to seek facts rather 
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than the Truth. But even the most unmissionary soul, unless he pretend he has no emotions, is 
sometimes faced with a choice between commission and omission. “What are they doing?” abruptly 
becomes, “What are we doing?” and then, “What must I do?” 

That he had reached such a point of choice now, he knew, and yet did not know clearly why, nor what 
alternatives were offered him. 

He could do no more to improve the Athsheans’ chance of survival at the moment; Lepennon, Or, and 
the ansible had done more than he had hoped to see done in his lifetime. The Administration on Terra 
was explicit in every ansible communication, and Colonel Dongh, though under pressure from some 
of his staff and the logging bosses to ignore the directives, was carrying out orders. He was a loyal 
officer; and besides, the Shackleton would be coming back to observe and report on how orders were 
being carried out. Reports home meant something, now that this ansible, this machina ex machina, 
functioned to prevent all the comfortable old colonial autonomy, and make you answerable within 
your own lifetime for what you did. There was no more fifty-four-year margin for error. Policy was no 
longer static. A decision by the League of Worlds might now lead overnight to the colony’s being 
limited to one Land, or forbidden to cut trees, or encouraged to kill natives—no telling. How the 
League worked and what sort of policies it was developing could not yet be guessed from the flat 
directives of the Administration. Dongh was worried by these multiple-choice futures, but Lyubov 
enjoyed them. In diversity is life and where there’s life there’s hope, was the general sum of his creed, 
a modest one to be sure. 

The colonists were letting the Athsheans alone and they were letting the colonists alone. A healthy 
situation, and one not to be disturbed unnecessarily. The only thing likely to disturb it was fear. 

At the moment the Athsheans might be expected to be suspicious and still resentful, but not 
particularly afraid. As for the panic felt in Centralville at news of the Smith Camp massacre, nothing 
had happened to revive it. No Athshean anywhere had shown any violence since; and with the slaves 
gone, the creechies all vanished back into their forests, there was no more constant irritation of 
xenophobia. The colonists were at last beginning to relax. 

If Lyubov reported that he had seen Selver at Tuntar, Dongh and the others would be alarmed. They 
might insist on trying to capture Selver and bring him in for trial. 

The Colonial Code forbade prosecution of a member of one planetary society under the laws of 
another, but the Court Martial over-rode such distinctions. They could try, convict, and shoot Selver. 
With Davidson brought back from New Java to give evidence. Oh no, Lyubov thought, shoving the 
dictionary onto an overcrowded shelf. 

Oh no, he thought, and thought no more about it. So he made his choice without even knowing he had 
made one. 

He turned in a brief report that next day. It said that Tuntar was going about its business as usual, and 
that he had not been turned away or threatened. It was a soothing report, and the most inaccurate one 
Lyubov ever wrote. It omitted everything of significance: the headwoman’s non-appearance, Tubab’s 
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refusal to greet Lyubov, the large number of strangers in town, the young huntress’ expression, 
Selver’s presence...Of course that last was an intentional omission, but otherwise the report was quite 
factual, he thought; he had merely omitted subjective impressions, as a scientist should. He had a 
severe migraine while writing the report, and a worse one after submitting it. 

He dreamed a lot that night, but could not remember his dreams in the morning. 

Late in the second night after his visit to Tuntar he woke, and in the hysterical whooping of the alarm- 
siren and the thudding of explosions he faced, at last, what he had refused. He was the only man in 
Centralville not taken by surprise. In that moment he knew what he was: a traitor. 

And yet even now it was not clear in his mind that this was an Athshean raid. It was the terror in the 
night. 

His own hut had been ignored, standing in its yard away from other houses; perhaps the trees around 
it protected it, he thought as he hurried out. The center of town was all on fire. Even the stone cube of 
HQ burned from within like a broken kiln. The ansible was in there: the precious link. There were 
fires also in the direction of the helicopter port and the Field. Where had they gotten the explosives? 
How had the fires got going all at once? All the buildings along both sides of Main Street, built of 
wood, were burning; the sound of the burning was terrible. Lyubov ran toward the fires. Water 
flooded the way; he thought at first it was from a fire-hose, then realized the main from the river 
Menend was flooding uselessly over the ground while the houses burned with that hideous sucking 
roar. How had they done this? There were guards, there were always guards in jeeps at the Field... 
Shots: volleys, the yatter of a machine gun. All around Lyubov were small running figures, but he ran 
among them without giving them much thought. He was abreast of the Hostel now, and saw a girl 
standing in the doorway, fire flickering at her back and a clear escape before her. She did not move. 
He shouted at her, then ran across the yard to her and wrested her hands free of the doorjambs which 
she clung to in panic, pulling her away by force, saying gently, “Come on, honey, come on.” She came 
then, but not quite soon enough. As they crossed the yard the front of the upper story, blazing from 
within, fell slowly forward, pushed by the timbers of the collapsing roof. Shingles and beams shot out 
like shell-fragments; a blazing beam-end struck Lyubov and knocked him sprawling. He lay face down 
in the firelit lake of mud. He did not see a little green- furred huntress leap at the girl, drag her down 
backward, and cut her throat. He did not see anything. 

Chapter Six 

NO songs were sung that night. There was only shouting and silence. When the flying ships burned 
Selver exulted, and tears came into his eyes, but no words into his mouth. He turned away in silence, 
the fire thrower heavy in his arms, to lead his group back into the city. 

Each group of people from the West and North was led by an ex-slave like himself, one who had 
served the yumens in Central and knew the buildings and ways of the city. 

Most of the people who came to the attack that night had never seen the yumen city; many of them 
had never seen a yumen. They had come because they followed Selver, because they were driven by 
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the evil dream and only Selver could teach them how to master it. There were hundreds and hundreds 
of them, men and women; they had waited in utter silence in the rainy darkness all around the edges 
of the city, while the ex-slaves, two or three at a time, did those things which they judged must be 
done first: break the water pipe, cut the wires that carried light from Generator House, break into and 
rob the Arsenal. The first deaths, those of guards, had been silent, accomplished with hunting 
weapons, noose, knife, arrow, very quickly, in the dark. 

The dynamite, stolen earlier in the night from the logging camp ten miles south, was prepared in the 
Arsenal, the basement of HQ Building, while fires were set in other places; and then the alarm went 
off and the fires blazed and both night and silence fled. Most of the thunderclap and tree-fall crashing 
of gunfire came from the yumens defending themselves, for only ex-slaves had taken weapons from 
the Arsenal and used them; all the rest kept to their own lances, knives, and bows. But it was the 
dynamite, placed and ignited by Reswan and others who had worked in the loggers’ slave-pen, that 
made the noise that conquered all other noises, and blew out the walls of the HQ Building and 
destroyed the hangars and the ships. 

There were about seventeen hundred yumens in the city that night, about five hundred of them 
female; all the yumen females were said to be there now, that was why Selver and the others had 
decided to act, though not all the people who wished to come had yet gathered. Between four and five 
thousand men and women had come through the forests to the Meeting at Endtor, and from there to 
this place, to this night. 

The fires burned huge, and the smell of burning and of butchering was foul. 

Selver’s mouth was dry and his throat sore, so that he could not speak, and longed for water to drink. 
As he led his group down the middle path of the city, a yumen came running toward him, looming 
huge in the black and dazzle of the smoky air. 

Selver lifted the fire thrower and pulled back on the tongue of it, even as the yumen slipped in mud 
and fell scrambling to its knees. No hissing jet of flame sprang from the machine, it had all been spent 
on burning the airships that had not been in the hangar. Selver dropped the heavy machine. The 
yumen was not armed, and was male. 

Selver tried to say, “Let him run away,” but his voice was weak, and two men, hunters of the Abtam 
Glades, had leaped past him even as he spoke, holding their long knives up. The big, naked hands 
clutched at air, and dropped limp. The big corpse lay in a heap on the path. There were many others 
lying dead, there in what had been the center of the city. There was not much noise any more except 
the noise of the fires. 

Selver parted his lips and hoarsely sent up the home-call that ends the hunt; those with him took it up 
more clearly and loudly, in carrying falsetto; other voices answered it, near and far off in the mist and 
reek and flame-shot darkness of the night. Instead of leading his group at once from the city, he 
signaled them to go on, and himself went aside, onto the muddy ground between the path and a 
building which had burned and fallen. He stepped across a dead female yumen and bent over one that 
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lay pinned down under a great, charred beam of wood. He could not see the features obliterated by 
mud and shadow. 

It was not just; it was not necessary; he need not have looked at that one among so many dead. He 
need not have known him in the dark. He started to go after his group. Then he turned back; 
straining, lifted the beam off Lyubov’s back; knelt down, slipping one hand under the heavy head so 
that Lyubov seemed to he easier, his face clear of the earth; and so knelt there, motionless. 

He had not slept for four days and had not been still to dream for longer than that —he did not know 
how long. He had acted, spoken, traveled, planned, night and day, ever since he left Broter with his 
followers from Cadast. He had gone from city to city speaking to the people of the forest, telling them 
the new thing, waking them from the dream into the world, arranging the thing done this night, 
talking, always talking and hearing others talk, never in silence and never alone. They had listened, 
they had heard and had come to follow him, to follow the new path. They had taken up the fire they 
feared into their own hands: taken up the mastery over the evil dream: and loosed the death they 
feared upon their enemy. All had been done as he said it should be done. All had gone as he said it 
would go. The Lodges and many dwellings of the yumens were burned, their airships burned or 
broken, their weapons stolen or destroyed: and their females were dead. The fires were burning out, 
the night growing very dark, fouled with smoke. Selver could scarcely see; he looked up to the east, 
wondering if it were nearing dawn. Kneeling there in the mud among the dead he thought, This is the 
dream now, the evil dream. I thought to drive it, but it drives me. 

In the dream, Lyubov’s lips moved a little against the palm of his own hand; Selver looked down and 
saw the dead man’s eyes open. The glare of dying fires shone on the surface of them. After a while he 
spoke Selver’s name. 

“Lyubov, why did you stay here? I told you to be out of the city this night.” So Selver spoke in dream, 
harshly, as if he were angry at Lyubov. 

“Are you the prisoner?” Lyubov said, faintly and not lifting his head, but in so commonplace a voice 
that Selver knew for a moment that this was not the dream- time but the world-time, the forest’s 
night. “Or am I?” 

“Neither, both, how do I know? All the engines and machines are burned. All the women are dead. We 
let the men run away if they would. I told them not to set fire to your house, the books will be all right. 
Lyubov, why aren’t you like the others?” 

“I am like them. A man. Like them. Like you.” 

“No. You are different—” 

“I am like them. And so are you. Listen, Selver. Don’t go on. You must not go on killing other men. 
You must go back...to your own...to your roots.” 

“When your people are gone, then the evil dream will stop.” 
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“Now,” Lyubov said, trying to lift his head, but his back was broken. He looked up at Selver and 
opened his mouth to speak. His gaze dropped away and looked into the other time, and his lips 
remained parted, unspeaking. His breath whistled a little in his throat. 

They were calling Selver’s name, many voices far away, calling over and over. “I can’t stay with you, 
Lyubov!” Selver said in tears, and when there was no answer stood up and tried to run away. But in 
the dream-darkness he could go only very slowly, like one wading through deep water. The Ash Spirit 
walked in front of him, taller than Lyubov or any yumen, tall as a tree, not turning its white mask to 
him. As Selver went he spoke to Lyubov: “We’ll go back,” he said. “I will go back. Now. We will go 
back, now, I promise you, Lyubov!” 

But his friend, the gentle one, who had saved his life and betrayed his dream, Lyubov did not reply. 
He walked somewhere in the night near Selver, unseen, and quiet as death. 

A group of the people of Tuntar came on Selver wandering in the dark, weeping and speaking, 
overmastered by dream; they took him with them in their swift return to Endtor. 

In the makeshift Lodge there, a tent on the riverbank, he lay helpless and insane for two days and 
nights, while the Old Men tended him. All that time people kept coming in to Endtor and going out 
again, returning to the Place of Eshsen which had been called Central, burying their dead there and 
the alien dead: of theirs more than three hundred, of the others more than seven hundred. There were 
about five hundred yumens locked into the compound, the creechie-pens, which, standing empty and 
apart, had not been burned. As many more had escaped, some of whom had got to the logging camps 
farther south, which had not been attacked; those who were still hiding and wandering in the forest or 
the Cut Lands were hunted down. Some were killed, for many of the younger hunters and huntresses 
still heard only Selver’s voice saying Kill them. Others had left the night of killing behind them as if it 
had been a nightmare, the evil dream that must be understood lest it be repeated; and these, faced 
with a thirsty, exhausted yumen cowering in a thicket, could not kill him. So maybe he killed them. 
There were groups of ten and twenty yumens, armed with logger’s axes and hand-guns, though few 
had ammunition left; these groups were tracked until sufficient numbers were hidden in the forest 
about them, then overpowered, bound, and led back to Eshsen. They were all captured within two or 
three days, for all that part of Sornol was swarming with the people of the forest, there had never in 
the knowledge of any man been half or a tenth so great a gathering of people in one place; some still 
coming in from distant towns and other Lands, others already going home again. The captured 
yumens were put in among the others in the compound, though it was overcrowded and the huts were 
too small for yumens. They were watered, fed twice daily, and guarded by a couple of hundred armed 
hunters at all times. 

In the afternoon following the Night of Eshsen, an airship came rattling out of the east and flew low as 
if to land, then shot upward like a bird of prey that misses its kill, and circled the wrecked landing- 
place, the smoldering city, and the Cut Lands. 

Reswan had seen to it that the radios were destroyed, and perhaps it was the silence of the radios that 
had brought the airship from Kushil or Rieshwel, where there were three small towns of yumens. The 
prisoners in the compound rushed out of the barracks and yelled at the machine whenever it came 
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rattling overhead, and once it dropped an object on a small parachute into the compound: at last it 
rattled off into the sky. 

There were four such winged ships left on Athshe now, three on Kushil and one on Rieshwel, all of the 
small kind that carried four men; they also carried machine guns and flamethrowers, and they 
weighed much on the minds of Reswan and the others, while Selver lay lost to them, walking the 
cryptic ways of the other time. 

He woke into the world-time on the third day, thin, dazed, hungry, silent. After he had bathed in the 
river and had eaten, he listened to Reswan and the headwoman of Berre and the others chosen as 
leaders. They told him how the world had gone while he dreamed. When he had heard them all, he 
looked about at them and they saw the god in him. In the sickness of disgust and fear that followed 
the Night of Eshsen, some of them had come to doubt. Their dreams were uneasy and full of blood 
and fire; they were surrounded all day by strangers, people come from all over the forests, hundreds 
of them, thousands, all gathered here like kites to carrion, none knowing another: and it seemed to 
them as if the end of things had come and nothing would ever be the same, or be right, again. But in 
Server’s presence they remembered purpose; their distress was quietened, and they waited for him to 
speak. 

“The killing is all done,” he said. “Make sure that everyone knows that.” He looked round at them. “I 
have to talk with the ones in the compound. Who is leading them in there?” 

“Turkey, Flapfeet, Weteyes,” said Reswan, the ex-slave. 

“Turkey’s alive? Good. Help me get up, Greda, I have eels for bones...” 

When he had been afoot a while he was stronger, and within the hour he set off for Eshsen, two hours’ 
walk from Endtor. 

When they came Reswan mounted a ladder set against the compound wall and bawled in the pidgin- 
English taught the slaves, “Dong-a come to gate hurry-up- quick!” 

Down in the alleys between the squat cement barracks, some of the yumens yelled and threw clods of 
dirt at him. He ducked, and waited. 

The old Colonel did not come out, but Gosse, whom they called Weteyes, came limping out of a hut 
and called up to Reswan, “Colonel Dongh is ill, he cannot come out.” 

“Ill what kind?” 

“Bowels, water-illness. What you want?” 

“Talk-talk.—My lord god,” Reswan said in his own language, looking down at Selver, “the Turkey’s 
hiding, do you want to talk with Weteyes?” 

“All right.” 

“Watch the gate here, you bowmen!—To gate, Mis-ter Goss-a, hurry-up-quick!” 
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The gate was opened just wide enough and long enough for Gosse to squeeze out. 

He stood in front of it alone, facing the group by Selver. He favored one leg, injured on the Night of 
Eshsen. He was wearing torn pajamas, mudstained and rain-sodden. 

His graying hair hung in lank festoons around his ears and over his forehead. Twice the height of his 
captors, he held himself very stiff, and stared at them in courageous, angry misery. “What you want?” 

“We must talk, Mr. Gosse,” said Selver, who had learned plain English from Lyubov. “I’m Selver of the 
Ash Tree of Eshreth. I’m Lyubov’s friend.” 

“Yes, I know you. What have you to say?” 

“I have to say that the killing is over, if that be made a promise kept by your people and my people. 
You may all go free, if you will gather in your people from the logging camps in South Sornol, Kushil, 
and Rieshwel, and make them all stay together here. You may live here where the forest is dead, 
where you grow your seed- grasses. There must not be any more cutting of trees.” 

Gosse’s face had grown eager: “The camps weren’t attacked?” 

“No.” 

Gosse said nothing. 

Selver watched his face, and presently spoke again: “There are less than two thousand of your people 
left living in the world, I think. Your women are all dead. In the other camps there are still weapons; 
you could kill many of us. But we have some of your weapons. And there are more of us than you 
could kill. I suppose you know that, and that’s why you have not tried to have the flying ships bring 
you fire- throwers, and kill the guards, and escape. It would be no good; there really are so many of us. 
If you make the promise with us it will be much the best, and then you can wait without harm until 
one of your Great Ships comes, and you can leave the world. That will be in three years, I think.” 

“Yes, three local years—How do you know that?” 

“Well, slaves have ears, Mr. Gosse.” 

Gosse looked straight at him at last. He looked away, fidgeted, tried to ease his leg. He looked back at 
Selver, and away again. “We had already ‘promised’ not to hurt any of your people. It’s why the 
workers were sent home. It did no good, you didn’t listen—” 

“It was not a promise made to us.” 

“How can we make any sort of agreement or treaty with a people who have no government, no central 
authority?” 

“I don’t know. I’m not sure you know what a promise is. This one was soon broken.” 

“What do you mean? By whom, how?” 
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“In Rieshwel, New Java. Fourteen days ago. A town was burned and its people killed by yumens of the 
Camp in Rieshwel.” 

“It’s a lie. We were in radio contact with New Java right along, until the massacre. Nobody was killing 
natives there or anywhere else.” 

“You’re speaking the truth you know,” Selver said, “I speak the truth I know. I accept your ignorance 
of the killings on Rieshwel; but you must accept my telling you that they were done. This remains: the 
promise must be made to us and with us, and it must be kept. You’ll wish to talk about these matters 
with Colonel Dongh and the others.” 

Gosse moved as if to re-enter the gate, then turned back and said in his deep, hoarse voice, “Who are 
you, Selver? Did you—was it you that organized the attack? Did you lead them?” 

“Yes, I did.” 

“Then all this blood is on your head,” Gosse said, and with sudden savagery, 

“Lyubov’s too, you know. He’s dead—your ‘friend Lyubov.’ ” 

Selver did not understand the idiom. He had learned murder, but of guilt he knew little beyond the 
name. As his gaze locked for a moment with Gosse’s pale, resentful stare, he felt afraid. A sickness 
rose up in him, a mortal chill. He tried to put it away from him, shutting his eyes a moment. At last he 
said, “Lyubov is my friend, and so not dead.” 

“You’re children,” Gosse said with hatred. “Children, savages. You have no conception of reality. This 
is no dream, this is real! You killed Lyubov. He’s dead. You killed the women—the women—you 
burned them alive, slaughtered them like animals!” 

“Should we have let them live?” said Selver with vehemence equal to Gosse’s, but softly, his voice 
singing a little. “To breed like insects in the carcass of the World? To overrun us? We killed them to 
sterilize you. I know what a realist is, Mr. Gosse. Lyubov and I have talked about these words. A realist 
is a man who knows both the world and his own dreams. You’re not sane: there’s not one man in a 
thousand of you who knows how to dream. Not even Lyubov and he was the best among you. You 
sleep, you wake and forget your dreams, you sleep again and wake again, and so you spend your whole 
lives, and you think that is being, life, reality! You are not children, you are grown men, but insane. 
And that’s why we had to kill you, before you drove us mad. Now go back and talk about reality with 
the other insane men. Talk long, and well!” 

The guards opened the gate, threatening the crowding yumens inside with their spears; Gosse re¬ 
entered the compound, his big shoulders hunched as if against the rain. 

Selver was very tired. The headwoman of Berre and another woman came to him and walked with 
him, his arms over their shoulders so that if he stumbled he should not fall. The young hunter Greda, 
a cousin of his Tree, joked with him, and Selver answered light-headedly, laughing. The walk back to 
Endtor seemed to go on for days. 
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He was too weary to eat. He drank a little hot broth and lay down by the Men’s Fire. Endtor was no 
town but a mere camp by the great river, a favorite fishing place for all the cities that had once been in 
the forest round about, before the yumens came. There was no Lodge. Two fire-rings of black stone 
and a long grassy bank over the river where tents of hide and plaited rush could be set up, that was 
Endtor. The river Menend, the master river of Sornol, spoke ceaselessly in the world and in the dream 
at Endtor. 

There were many old men at the fire, some whom he knew from Broter and Tuntar and his own 
destroyed city Eshreth, some whom he did not know; he could see in their eyes and gestures, and hear 
in their voices, that they were Great Dreamers; more dreamers than had ever been gathered in one 
place before, perhaps. Lying stretched out full length, his head raised on his hands, gazing at the fire, 
he said, “I have called the yumens mad. Am I mad myself?” 

“You don’t know one time from the other,” said old Tubab, laying a pine-knot on the fire, “because 
you did not dream either sleeping or waking for far too long. The price for that takes long to pay.” 

“The poisons the yumens take do much the same as does the lack of sleep and dream,” said Heben, 
who had been a slave both at Central and at Smith Camp. “The yumens poison themselves in order to 
dream. I saw the dreamer’s look in them after they took the poisons. But they couldn’t call the dreams, 
nor control them, nor weave nor shape nor cease to dream; they were driven, overpowered. They did 
not know what was within them at all. So it is with a man who hasn’t dreamed for many days. Though 
he be the wisest of his Lodge, still he’ll be mad, now and then, here and there, for a long time after. 
He’ll be driven, enslaved. He will not understand himself.” 

A very old man with the accent of South Sornol laid his hand on Selver’s shoulder, caressing him, and 
said, “My dear young god, you need to sing, that would do you good.” 

“I can’t. Sing for me.” 

The old man sang; others joined in, their voices high and reedy, almost tuneless, like the wind blowing 
in the water-reeds of Endtor. They sang one of the songs of the ash-tree, about the delicate parted 
leaves that turn yellow in autumn when the berries turn red, and one night the first frost silvers them. 

While Selver was listening to the song of the Ash, Lyubov lay down beside him. 

Lying down he did not seem so monstrously tall and large-limbed. Behind him was the half-collapsed, 
fire-gutted building, black against the stars. “I am like you,” he said, not looking at Selver, in that 
dream-voice which tries to reveal its own untruth. Selver’s heart was heavy with sorrow for his friend. 
“I’ve got a headache,” Lyubov said in his own voice, rubbing the back of his neck as he always did, and 
at that Selver reached out to touch him, to console him. But he was shadow and firelight in the world¬ 
time, and the old men were singing the song of the Ash, about the small white flowers on the black 
branches in spring among the parted leaves. 

The next day the yumens imprisoned in the compound sent for Selver. He came to Eshsen in the 
afternoon, and met with them outside the compound, under the branches of an oak tree, for all 
Selver’s people felt a little uneasy under the bare open sky. Eshsen had been an oak grove; this tree 
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was the largest of the few the colonists had left standing. It was on the long slope behind Lyubov’s 
bungalow, one of the six or eight houses that had come through the night of the burning undamaged. 
With Selver under the oak were Reswan, the headwoman of Berre, Greda of Cadast, and others who 
wished to be in on the parley, a dozen or so in all. Many bowmen kept guard, fearing the yumens 
might have hidden weapons, but they sat behind bushes or bits of wreckage left from the burning, so 
as not to dominate the scene with the hint of threat. With Gosse and Colonel Dongh were three of the 
yumens called officers and two from the logging camp, at the sight of one of whom, Benton, the ex¬ 
slaves drew in their breaths. Benton used to punish “lazy creechies” by castrating them in public. 

The Colonel looked thin, his normally yellow-brown skin a muddy yellow-gray; his illness had been no 
sham. “Now the first thing is,” he said when they were all settled, the yumens standing, Selver’s 
people squatting or sitting on the damp, soft oak-leaf mold, “the first thing is that I want first to have 
a working definition of just precisely what these terms of yours mean and what they mean in terms of 
guaranteed safety of my personnel under my command here.” 

There was a silence. 

“You understand English, don’t you, some of you?” 

“Yes. I don’t understand your question, Mr. Dongh.” 

“Colonel Dongh, if you please!” 

“Then you’ll call me Colonel Selver, if you please.” A singing note came into Selver’s voice; he stood 
up, ready for the contest, tunes running in his mind like rivers. 

But the old yumen just stood there, huge and heavy, angry yet not meeting the challenge. “I did not 
come here to be insulted by you little humanoids,” he said. But his lips trembled as he said it. He was 
old, and bewildered, and humiliated. All anticipation of triumph went out of Selver. There was no 
triumph in the world any more, only death. He sat down again. “I didn’t intend insult, Colonel 
Dongh,” he said resignedly. “Will you repeat your question, please?” 

“I want to hear your terms, and then you’ll hear ours, that’s all there is to it.” 

Selver repeated what he had said to Gosse. 

Dongh listened with apparent impatience. “All right. Now you don’t realize that we’ve had a 
functioning radio in the prison compound for three days now.” Selver did know this, as Reswan had at 
once checked on the object dropped by the helicopter, lest it be a weapon; the guards reported it was a 
radio, and he let the yumens keep it. Selver merely nodded. “So we’ve been in contact with the three 
outlying camps, the two on King Land and one on New Java, right along, and if we had decided to 
make a break for it and escape from that prison compound then it would have been very simple for us 
to do that, with the helicopters to drop us weapons and covering our movements with their mounted 
weapons, one flamethrower could have got us out of the compound and in case of need they also have 
the bombs that can blow up an entire area. You haven’t seen those in action of course.” 


“If you’d left the compound, where would you have gone?” 
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“The point is, without introducing into this any beside the point or erroneous factors, now we are 
certainly greatly outnumbered by your forces, but we have the four helicopters at the camps, which 
there’s no use you trying to disable as they are under fully armed guard at all times now, and also all 
the serious fire-power, so that the cold reality of the situation is we can pretty much call it a draw and 
speak in positions of mutual equality. This of course is a temporary situation. If necessary we are 
enabled to maintain a defensive police action to prevent all-out war. Moreover we have behind us the 
entire fire-power of the Terran Interstellar Fleet, which could blow your entire planet right out of the 
sky. But these ideas are pretty intangible to you, so let’s just put it as plainly and simply as I can, that 
we’re prepared to negotiate with you, for the present time, in terms of an equal frame of reference.” 

Selver’s patience was short; he knew his ill-temper was a symptom of his deteriorated mental state, 
but he could no longer control it. “Go on, then!” 

“Well, first I want it clearly understood that as soon as we got the radio we told the men at the other 
camps not to bring us weapons and not to try any airlift or rescue attempts, and reprisals were strictly 
out of order—” 

“That was prudent. What next?” 

Colonel Dongh began an angry retort, then stopped; he turned very pale. “Isn’t there anything to sit 
down on,” he said. 

Selver went around the yumen group, up the slope, into the empty two-room bungalow, and took the 
folding desk-chair. Before he left the silent room he leaned down and laid his cheek on the scarred, 
raw wood of the desk, where Lyubov had always sat when he worked with Selver or alone; some of his 
papers were lying there now; Selver touched them lightly. He carried the chair out and set it in the 
rainwet dirt for Dongh. The old man sat down, biting his lips, his almond-shaped eyes narrow with 
pain. 

“Mr. Gosse, perhaps you can speak for the Colonel,” Selver said. “He isn’t well.” 

“I’ll do the talking,” Benton said, stepping forward, but Dongh shook his head and muttered, “Gosse.” 

With the Colonel as auditor rather than speaker it went more easily. The yumens were accepting 
Selver’s terms. With a mutual promise of peace, they would withdraw all their outposts and live in one 
area, the region they had forested in Middle Sornol: about 1700 square miles of rolling land, well 
watered. They undertook not to enter the forest; the forest people undertook not to trespass on the 
Cut Lands. 

The four remaining airships were the cause of some argument. The yumens insisted they needed them 
to bring their people from the other islands to Sornol. Since the machines carried only four men and 
would take several hours for each trip, it appeared to Selver that the yumens could get to Eshsen 
rather sooner by walking, and he offered them ferry service across the straits; but it appeared that 
yumens never walked far. Very well, they could keep the hoppers for what they called the ‘Airlift 
Operation.’ After that, they were to destroy them. Refusal. Anger. They were more protective of their 
machines than of their bodies. Selver gave in, saying they could keep the hoppers if they flew them 
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only over the Cut Lands and if the weapons in them were destroyed. Over this they argued, but with 
one another, while Selver waited, occasionally repeating the terms of his demand, for he was not 
giving in on this point. 

“What’s the difference, Benton,” the old Colonel said at last, furious and shaky, “can’t you see that we 
can’t use the damned weapons? There’s three million of these aliens all scattered out all over every 
damned island, all covered with trees and undergrowth, no cities, no vital network, no centralized 
control. You can’t disable a guerrilla type structure with bombs, it’s been proved, in fact my own part 
of the world where I was born proved it for about thirty years fighting off major super-powers one 
after the other in the twentieth century. And we’re not in a position until a ship comes to prove our 
superiority. Let the big stuff go, if we can hold on to the sidearms for hunting and self-defense!” 

He was their Old Man, and his opinion prevailed in the end, as it might have done in a Men’s Lodge. 
Benton sulked. Gosse started to talk about what would happen if the truce was broken, but Selver 
stopped him. “These are possibilities, we aren’t yet done with certainties. Your Great Ship is to return 
in three years, that is three and a half years of your count. Until that time you are free here. It will not 
be very hard for you. Nothing more will be taken away from Centralville, except some of Lyubov’s 
work that I wish to keep. You still have most of your tools of tree-cutting and ground- moving; if you 
need more tools, the iron-mines of Peldel are in your territory. I think all this is clear. What remains 
to be known is this: When that ship comes, what will they seek to do with you, and with us?” 

“We don’t know,” Gosse said. Dongh amplified: “If you hadn’t destroyed the ansible communicator 
first thing off, we might be receiving some current information on these matters, and our reports 
would of course influence the decisions that may be made concerning a finalized decision on the 
status of this planet, which we might then expect to begin to implement before the ship returns from 
Prestno. But due to wanton destruction due to your ignorance of your own interests, we haven’t even 
got a radio left that will transmit over a few hundred miles.” 

“What is the ansible?” The word had come up before in this talk; it was a new one to Selver. 

“ICD,” the Colonel said, morose. 

“A kind of radio,” Gosse said, arrogant. “It put us in instant touch with our home- world.” 

“Without the 27-year waiting?” 

Gosse stared down at Selver. “Right. Quite right. You learned a great deal from Lyubov, didn’t you?” 

“Didn’t he just,” said Benton. “He was Lyubov’s little green buddyboy. He picked up everything worth 
knowing and a bit more besides. Like all the vital points to sabotage, and where the guards would be 
posted, and how to get into the weapon stockpile. They must have been in touch right up to the 
moment the massacre started.” 

Gosse looked uneasy. “Raj is dead. All that’s irrelevant now, Benton. We’ve got to establish—” 

“Are you trying to infer in some way that Captain Lyubov was involved in some activity that could be 
called treachery to the Colony, Benton?” said Dongh, glaring and pressing his hands against his belly. 
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“There were no spies or treachers on my staff, it was absolutely handpicked before we ever left Terra 
and I know the kind of men I have to deal with.” 

“I’m not inferring anything, Colonel. I’m saying straight out that it was Lyubov stirred up the 
creechies, and if orders hadn’t been changed on us after that Fleet ship was here, it never would have 
happened.” 

Gosse and Dongh both started to speak at once. “You are all very ill,” Selver observed, getting up and 
dusting himself off, for the damp brown oak-leaves clung to his short body-fur as to silk. “I’m sorry 
we’ve had to hold you in the creechie-pen, it is not a good place for the mind. Please send for your 
men from the camps. When all are here and the large weapons have been destroyed, and the promise 
has been spoken by all of us, then we shall leave you alone. The gates of the compound will be opened 
when I leave here today. Is there more to be said?” 

None of them said anything. They looked down at him. Seven big men, with tan or brown hairless 
skin, cloth-covered, dark-eyed, grim-faced; twelve small men, green or brownish-green, fur-covered, 
with the large eyes of the seminocturnal creature, with dreamy faces; between the two groups, Selver, 
the translator, frail, disfigured, holding all their destinies in his empty hands. Rain fell softly on the 
brown earth about them. 

“Farewell then,” Selver said, and led his people away. 

“They’re not so stupid,” said the headwoman of Berre as she accompanied Selver back to Endtor. “I 
thought such giants must be stupid, but they saw that you’re a god, I saw it in their faces at the end of 
the talking. How well you talk that gobble-gubble. Ugly they are, do you think even their children are 
hairless?” 

“That we shall never know, I hope.” 

“Ugh, think of nursing a child that wasn’t furry. Like trying to suckle a fish.” 

“They are all insane,” said old Tubab, looking deeply distressed. “Lyubov wasn’t like that, when he 
used to come to Tuntar. He was ignorant, but sensible. But these ones, they argue, and sneer at the 
old man, and hate each other, like this,” and he contorted his gray-furred face to imitate the 
expressions of the Terrans, whose words of course he had not been able to follow. “Was that what you 
said to them, Selver, that they’re mad?” 

“I told them that they were ill. But then, they’ve been defeated, and hurt, and locked in that stone 
cage. After that anyone might be ill and need healing.” 

“Who’s to heal them,” said the headwoman of Berre, “their women are all dead. Too bad for them. 
Poor ugly things—great naked spiders they are, ugh!” 

“They are men, men, like us, men,” Selver said, his voice shrill and edged like a knife. 
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“Oh, my dear lord god, I know it, I only meant they look like spiders,” said the old woman, caressing 
his cheek. “Look here, you people, Selver is worn out with this going back and forth between Endtor 
and Eshsen, let’s sit down and rest a bit.” 

“Not here,” Selver said. They were still in the Cut Lands, among stumps and grassy slopes, under the 
bare sky. “When we come under the trees...” He stumbled, and those who were not gods helped him to 
walk along the road. 

Chapter Seven 

DAVIDSON found a good use for Major Muhamed’s tape recorder. Somebody had to make a record of 
events on New Tahiti, a history of the crucifixion of the Terran Colony. So that when the ships came 
from Mother Earth they could learn the truth. So that future generations could learn how much 
treachery and cowardice and folly humans were capable of, and how much courage against all odds. 
During his free moments—not much more than moments since he had assumed command—he 
recorded the whole story of the Smith Camp Massacre, and brought the record up to date for New 
Java, and for King and Central also, as well as he could with the garbled hysterical stuff that was all he 
got by way of news from Central HQ. 

Exactly what had happened there nobody would ever know, except the creechies, for the humans were 
trying to cover up their own betrayals and mistakes. The outlines were clear, though. An organized 
bunch of creechies, led by Selver, had been let into the Arsenal and the Hangars, and turned loose 
with dynamite, grenades, guns, and flamethrowers to totally destruct the city and slaughter the 
humans. It was an inside job, the fact that HQ was the first place blown up proved that. Lyubov of 
course had been in on it, and his little green buddies had proved just as grateful as you might expect, 
and cut his throat like the others. At least, Gosse and Benton claimed to have seen him dead the 
morning after the massacre. But could you believe any of them, actually? You could assume that any 
human left alive in Central after that night was more or less of a traitor. A traitor to his race. 

The women were all dead, they claimed. That was bad enough, but what was worse, there was no 
reason to believe it. It was easy for the creechies to take prisoners in the woods, and nothing would be 
easier to catch than a terrified girl running out of a burning town. And wouldn’t the little green devils 
like to get hold of a human girl and try experiments on her? God knows how many of the women were 
still alive in the creechie warrens, tied down underground in one of those stinking holes, being 
touched and felt and crawled over and defiled by the filthy, hairy little monkeymen. It was 
unthinkable. But by God sometimes you have to be able to think about the unthinkable. 

A hopper from King had dropped the prisoners at Central a receiver-transmitter the day after the 
massacre, and Muhamed had taped all his exchanges with Central starting that day. The most 
incredible one was a conversation between him and Colonel Dongh. The first time he played it 
Davidson had torn the thing right off the reel and burned it. Now he wished he had kept it, for the 
records, as a perfect proof of the total incompetence of the C.O.’s at both Central and New Java. He 
had given in to his own hotbloodedness, destroying it. But how could he sit there and listen to the 
recording of the Colonel and the Major discussing total surrender to the creechies, agreeing not to try 
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retaliation, not to defend themselves, to give up all their big weapons, to all squeeze together onto a 
bit of land picked out for them by the creechies, a reservation conceded to them by their generous 
conquerors, the little green beasts. It was incredible. Literally incredible. 

Probably old Ding Dong and Moo were not actually traitors by intent. They had just gone spla, lost 
their nerve. It was this damned planet that did it to them. It took a very strong personality to 
withstand it. There was something in the air, maybe pollens from all those trees, acting as some kind 
of drug maybe, that made ordinary humans begin to get as stupid and out of touch with reality as the 
creechies were. Then, being so outnumbered, they were pushovers for the creechies to wipe out. 

It was too bad Muhamed had had to be put out of the way, but he would never have agreed to accept 
Davidson’s plans, that was clear; he’d been too far gone. 

Anyone who’d heard that incredible tape would agree. So it was better he got shot before he really 
knew what was going on, and now no shame would attach to his name, as it would to Dongh’s and all 
the other officers left alive at Central. Dongh hadn’t come on the radio lately. Usually it was Juju 
Sereng, in Engineering. Davidson had used to pal around a lot with Juju and had thought of him as a 
friend, but now you couldn’t trust anybody any more. And Juju was another asiatiform. It was really 
queer how many of them had survived the Centralville Massacre; of those he’d talked to, the only non- 
asio was Gosse. Here in Java the fifty-five loyal men remaining after the reorganization were mostly 
eurafs like himself, some afros and afrasians, not one pure asio. Blood tells, after all. You couldn’t be 
fully human without some blood in your veins from the Cradle of Man. 

But that wouldn’t stop him from saving those poor yellow bastards at Central, it just helped explain 
their moral collapse under stress. 

“Can’t you realize what kind of trouble you’re making for us, Don?” Juju Sereng had demanded in his 
flat voice. “We’ve made a formal truce with the creechies. And we’re under direct orders from Earth 
not to interfere with the hilfs and not to retaliate. Anyhow how the hell can we retaliate? Now all the 
fellows from King Land and South Central are here with us we’re still less than two thousand, and 
what have you got there on Java, about sixty-five men isn’t it? Do you really think two thousand men 
can take on three million intelligent enemies, Don?” 

“Juju, fifty men can do it. It’s a matter of will, skill, and weaponry.” 

“Batshit! But the point is, Don, a truce has been made. And if it’s broken, we’ve had it. It’s all that 
keeps us afloat, now. Maybe when the ship gets back from Prestno and sees what happened, they’ll 
decide to wipe out the creechies. We don’t know. But it does look like the creechies intend to keep the 
truce, after all it was their idea, and we have got to. They can wipe us out by sheer numbers, any time, 
the way they did Centralville. There were thousands of them. Can’t you understand that, Don?” 

“Listen, Juju, sure I understand. If you’re scared to use the three hoppers you’ve still got there, you 
could send ’em over here, with a few fellows who see things like we do here. If I’m going to liberate 
you fellows singlehanded, I sure could use some more hoppers for the job.” 
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“You aren’t going to liberate us, you’re going to incinerate us, you damned fool. Get that last hopper 
over here to Central now: that’s the Colonel’s personal order to you as Acting C.O. Use it to fly your 
men here; twelve trips, you won’t need more than four local dayperiods. Now act on those orders, and 
get to it.” Ponk, off the air— afraid to argue with him anymore. 

At last he worried that they might send their three hoppers over and actually bomb or strafe New Java 
Camp; for he was, technically, disobeying orders, and old Dongh wasn’t tolerant of independent 
elements. Look how he’d taken it out on Davidson already, for that tiny reprisal-raid on Smith. 
Initiative got punished. What Ding Dong liked was submission, like most officers. The danger with 
that is that it can make the officer get submissive himself. Davidson finally realized, with a real shock, 
that the hoppers were no threat to him, because Dongh, Sereng, Gosse, even Benton were afraid to 
send them. The creechies had ordered them to keep the hoppers inside the Human Reservation: and 
they were obeying orders. 

Christ, it made him sick. It was time to act. They’d been waiting around nearly two weeks now. He had 
his camp well defended; they had strengthened the stockade fence and built it up so that no little 
green monkeymen could possibly get over it, and that clever kid Aabi had made lots of neat home¬ 
made land mines and sown ’em all around the stockade in a hundred-meter belt. Now it was time to 
show the creechies that they might push around those sheep on Central but on New Java it was men 
they had to deal with. He took the hopper up and with it guided an infantry squad of fifteen to a 
creechie-warren south of camp. He’d learned how to spot the things from the air; the giveaway was 
the orchards, concentrations of certain kinds of tree, though not planted in rows like humans would. 
It was incredible how many warrens there were once you learned to spot them. The forest was 
crawling with the things. The raiding party burned up that warren by hand, and then flying back with 
a couple of his boys he spotted another, less than four kilos from camp. On that one, just to write his 
signature real clear and plain for everybody to read, he dropped a bomb. Just a firebomb, not a big 
one, but baby did it make the green fur fly. It left a big hole in the forest, and the edges of the hole 
were burning. 

Of course that was his real weapon when it actually came to setting up massive retaliation. Forest fire. 
He could set one of these whole islands on fire, with bombs and firejelly dropped from the hopper. 
Have to wait a month or two, till the rainy season was over. Should he burn King or Smith or Central? 
King first, maybe, as a little warning, since there were no humans left there. Then Central, if they 
didn’t get in line. 

“What are you trying to do?” said the voice on the radio, and it made him grin, it was so agonized, like 
some old woman being held up. “Do you know what you’re doing, Davidson?” 

“Yep.” 

“Do you think you’re going to subdue the creechies?” It wasn’t Juju this time, it might be that bigdome 
Gosse, or any of them; no difference; they all bleated baa. 

“Yes, that’s right,” he said with ironic mildness. 
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“You think if you keep burning up villages they’ll come to you and surrender— three million of them. 
Right?” 

“Maybe.” 

“Look, Davidson,” the radio said after a while, whining and buzzing; they were using some kind of 
emergency rig, having lost the big transmitter, along with that phony ansible which was no loss. 
“Look, is there somebody else standing by there we can talk to?” 

“No; they’re all pretty busy. Say, we’re doing great here, but we’re out of dessert stuff, you know, fruit 
cocktail, peaches, crap like that. Some of the fellows really miss it. And we were due for a load of 
maryjanes when you fellows got blown up. If I sent the hopper over, could you spare us a few crates of 
sweet stuff and grass?” 

A pause. “Yes, send it on over.” 

“Great. Have the stuff in a net, and the boys can hook it without landing.” He grinned. There was 
some fussing around at the Central end, and all of a sudden old Dongh was on, the first time he’d 
talked to Davidson. He sounded feeble and out of breath on the whining shortwave. “Listen, Captain, I 
want to know if you fully realize what form of action your actions on New Java are going to be forcing 
me into taking. If you continue to disobey your orders. I am trying to reason with you as a reasonable 
and loyal soldier. In order to ensure the safety of my personnel here at Central I’m going to be put into 
the position of being forced to tell the natives here that we can’t assume any responsibility at all for 
your actions.” 

“That’s correct, sir.” 

“What I’m trying to make clear to you is that means that we are going to be put into the position of 
having to tell them that we can’t stop you from breaking the truce there on Java. Your personnel there 
is sixty-six men, is that correct, well I want those men safe and sound here at Central with us to wait 
for the Shackleton and keep the Colony together. You’re on a suicide course and I’m responsible for 
those men you have there with you.” 

“No, you’re not, sir. I am. You just relax. Only when you see the jungle burning, pick up and get out 
into the middle of a Strip, because we don’t want to roast you folks along with the creechies.” 

“Now listen, Davidson, I order you to hand your command over to Lt. Temba at once and report to me 
here,” said the distant whining voice, and Davidson suddenly cut off the radio, sickened. They were all 
spla, playing at still being soldiers, in full retreat from reality. There were actually very few men who 
could face reality when the going got tough. 

As he expected, the local creechies did absolutely nothing about his raids on the warrens. The only 
way to handle them, as he’d known from the start, was to terrorize them and never let up on them. If 
you did that, they knew who was boss, and knuckled under. A lot of the villages within a thirty-kilo 
radius seemed to be deserted now before he got to them, but he kept his men going out to burn them 
up every few days. 
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The fellows were getting rather jumpy. He had kept them logging, since that’s what forty-eight of the 
fifty-five loyal survivors were, loggers. But they knew that the robo-freighters from Earth wouldn’t be 
called down to load up the lumber, but would just keep coming in and circling in orbit waiting for the 
signal that didn’t come. No use cutting trees just for the hell of it; it was hard work. Might as well burn 
them. He exercised the men in teams, developing fire-setting techniques. It was still too rainy for 
them to do much, but it kept their minds busy. If only he had the other three hoppers, he’d really be 
able to hit and run. He considered a raid on Central to liberate the hoppers, but did not yet mention 
this idea even to Aabi and Temba, his best men. 

Some of the boys would get cold feet at the idea of an armed raid on their own HQ. 

They kept talking about “when we get back with the others.” They didn’t know those others had 
abandoned them, betrayed them, sold their skins to the creechies. He didn’t tell them that, they 
couldn’t take it. 

One day he and Aabi and Temba and another good sound man would just take the hopper over, then 
three of them jump out with machine guns, take a hopper apiece, and so home again, home again, 
jiggety jog. With four nice egg-beaters to beat eggs with. Can’t make an omelet without beating eggs. 
Davidson laughed aloud, in the darkness of his bungalow. He kept that plan hidden just a little longer, 
because it tickled him so much to think about it. 

After two more weeks they had pretty well closed out the creechie warrens within walking distance, 
and the forest was neat and tidy. No vermin. No smoke-puffs over the trees. Nobody hopping out of 
bushes and flopping down on the ground with their eyes shut, waiting for you to stomp them. No little 
green men. Just a mess of trees and some burned places. The boys were getting really edgy and mean; 
it was time to make the hopper-raid. He told his plan one night to Aabi, Temba, and Post. None of 
them said anything for a minute, then Aabi said, “What about fuel, Captain?” 

“We got enough fuel.” 

“Not for four hoppers; wouldn’t last a week.” 

“You mean there’s only a month’s supply left for this one?” 

Aabi nodded. 

“Well then, we pick up a little fuel too, looks like.” 

“How?” 

“Put your minds to it.” 

They all sat there looking stupid. It annoyed him. They looked to him for 
leader, but he liked men who thought for themselves too. “Figure it out, 
he said, and went out for a smoke, sick of the way everybody acted, like 
just couldn’t face the cold hard facts. 


everything. He was a natural 
it’s your line of work, Aabi,” 
they’d lost their nerve. They 
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They were low on maryjanes now and he hadn’t had one for a couple of days. It didn’t do anything for 
him. The night was overcast and black, damp, warm, smelling like spring. Ngenene went by walking 
like an ice-skater, or almost like a robot on treads; he turned slowly through a gliding step and gazed 
at Davidson, who stood on the bungalow porch in the dim light from the doorway. He was a power¬ 
saw operator, a huge man. “The source of my energy is connected to the Great Generator I cannot be 
switched off,” he said in a level tone, gazing at Davidson. 

“Get to your barracks and sleep it off!” Davidson said in the whipcrack voice that nobody ever 
disobeyed, and after a moment Ngenene skated carefully on, ponderous and graceful. Too many of the 
men were using hallies more and more heavily. There was plenty, but the stuff was for loggers 
relaxing on Sundays, not for soldiers of a tiny outpost marooned on a hostile world. They had no time 
for getting high, for dreaming. He’d have to lock the stuff up. Then some of the boys might crack. 
Well, let ’em crack. Can’t make an omelet without cracking eggs. Maybe he could send them back to 
Central in exchange for some fuel. You give me two, three tanks of gas and I’ll give you two, three 
warm bodies, loyal soldiers, good loggers, just your type, a little far gone in bye-bye dreamland... 

He grinned, and was going back inside to try this one out on Temba and the others, when the guard 
posted up on the lumberyard smoke stack yelled. “They’re coming!” he screeched out in a high voice, 
like a kid playing Blacks and Rhodesians. Somebody else over on the west side of the stockade began 
yelling too. A gun went off. 

And they came. Christ, they came. It was incredible. There were thousands of them, thousands. No 
sound, no noise at all, until that screech from the guard; then one gunshot; then an explosion—a land 
mine going up—and another, one after another, and hundreds and hundreds of torches flaring up lit 
one from another and being thrown and soaring through the black wet air like rockets, and the walls 
of the stockade coming alive with creechies, pouring in, pouring over, pushing, swarming, thousands 
of them. It was like an army of rats Davidson had seen once when he was a little kid, in the last 
Famine, in the streets of Cleveland, Ohio, where he grew up. Something had driven the rats out of 
their holes and they had come up in daylight, seething up over the wall, a pulsing blanket of fur and 
eyes and little hands and teeth, and he had yelled for his mom and run like crazy, or was that only a 
dream he’d had when he was a kid? It was important to keep cool. The hopper was parked in the 
creechie-pen; it was still dark over on that side and he got there at once. The gate was locked, he 
always kept it locked in case one of the weak sisters got a notion of flying off to Papa Ding Dong some 
dark night. It seemed to take a long time to get the key out and fit it in the lock and turn it right, but it 
was just a matter of keeping cool, and then it took a long time to sprint to the hopper and unlock it. 
Post and Aabi were with him now. At last came the huge rattle of the rotors, beating eggs, covering up 
all the weird noises, the high voices yelling and screeching and singing. Up they went, and hell 
dropped away below them: a pen full of rats, burning. 

“It takes a cool head to size up an emergency situation quickly,” Davidson said. 

“You men thought fast and acted fast. Good work. Where’s Temba?” 

“Got a spear in his belly,” Post said. 
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Aabi, the pilot, seemed to want to fly the hopper, so Davidson let him. He clambered into one of the 
rear seats and sat back, letting his muscles relax. The forest flowed beneath them, black under black. 

“Where you heading, Aabi?” 

“Central.” 

“No. We don’t want to go to Central.” 

“Where do we want to go to?” Aabi said with a kid of womanish giggle. “New York? Peking?” 

“Just keep her up a while, Aabi, and circle camp. Big circles. Out of earshot.” 

“Captain, there isn’t any Java Camp any more by now,” said Post, a logging-crew foreman, a stocky, 
steady man. 

“When the creechies are through burning the camp, we’ll come in and burn creechies. There must be 
four thousand of them all in one place there. There’s six flamethrowers in the back of this helicopter. 
Let’s give ’em about twenty minutes. Start with the jelly bombs and then catch the ones that run with 
the flamethrowers.” 

“Christ,” Aabi said violently, “some of our guys might be there, the creechies might take prisoners, we 
don’t know. I’m not going back there and burn up humans, maybe.” He had not turned the hopper. 

Davidson put the nose of his revolver against the back of Aabi’s skull and said, 

“Yes, we’re going back; so pull yourself together, baby, and don’t give me a lot of trouble.” 

“There’s enough fuel in the tank to get us to Central, Captain,” the pilot said. He kept trying to duck 
his head away from the touch of the gun, like it was a fly bothering him. “But that’s all. That’s all we 
got.” 

“Then we’ll get a lot of mileage out of it. Turn her, Aabi.” 

“I think we better go on to Central, Captain,” Post said in his stolid voice, and this ganging up against 
him enraged Davidson so much that reversing the gun in his hand he struck out fast as a snake and 
clipped Post over the ear with the gun-butt. The logger just folded over like a Christmas card, and sat 
there in the front seat with his head between his knees and his hands hanging to the floor. “Turn her, 
Aabi,” Davidson said, the whiplash in his voice. The helicopter swung around in a wide arc. 

“Hell, where’s camp, I never had this hopper up at night without any signal to follow,” Aabi said, 
sounding dull and snuffly like he had a cold. 

“Go east and look for the fire,” Davidson said, cold and quiet. None of them had any real stamina, not 
even Temba. None of them had stood by him when the going got really tough. Sooner or later they all 
joined up against him, because they just couldn’t take it the way he could. The weak conspire against 
the strong, the strong man has to stand alone and look out for himself. It just happened to be the way 
things are. Where was the camp? 
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They should have been able to see the burning buildings for miles in this blank dark, even in the rain. 
Nothing showed. Gray-black sky, black ground. The fires must have gone out. Been put out. Could the 
humans have driven off the creechies? After he’d escaped? The thought went like a spray of icewater 
through his mind. No, of course not, not fifty against thousands. But by God there must be a lot of 
pieces of blown-up creechie lying around on the minefields, anyway. It was just that they’d come so 
damned thick. Nothing could have stopped them. He couldn’t have planned for that. Where had they 
come from? There hadn’t been any creechies in the forest anywhere around for days and days. They 
must have poured in from somewhere, from all directions, sneaking along in the woods, coming up 
out of their holes like rats. There wasn’t any way to stop thousands and thousands of them like that. 
Where the hell was camp? Aabi was tricking, faking course. “Find the camp, Aabi,” he said softly. 

“For Christ’s sake I’m trying to,” the boy said. 

Post never moved, folded over there by the pilot. 

“It couldn’t just disappear, could it, Aabi. You got seven minutes to find it.” 

“Find it yourself,” Aabi said, shrill and sullen. 

“Not till you and Post get in line, baby. Take her down lower.” After a minute Aabi said, “That looks 
like the river.” 

There was a river, and a big clearing; but where was Java Camp? It didn’t show up as they flew north 
over the clearing. “This must be it, there isn’t any other big clearing is there,” Aabi said, coming back 
over the treeless area. Their landing-lights glared but you couldn’t see anything outside the tunnels of 
the lights; it would be better to have them off. Davidson reached over the pilot’s shoulder and 
switched the lights off. Blank wet dark was like black towels slapped on their eyes. “For Christ’s sake!” 
Aabi screamed, and flipping the lights back on slewed the hopper left and up, but not fast enough. 
Trees leaned hugely out of the night and caught the machine. 

The vanes screamed, hurling leaves and twigs in a cyclone through the bright lanes of the lights, but 
the boles of the trees were very old and strong. The little winged machine plunged, seemed to lurch 
and tear itself free, and went down sideways into the trees. The lights went out. The noise stopped. 

“I don’t feel so good,” Davidson said. He said it again. Then he stopped saying it, for there was nobody 
to say it to. Then he realized he hadn’t said it anyway. He felt groggy. Must have hit his head. Aabi 
wasn’t there. Where was he? This was the hopper. It was all slewed around, but he was still in his seat. 
It was so dark, like being blind. He felt around, and so found Post, inert, still doubled up, crammed in 
between the front seat and the control panel. The hopper trembled whenever Davidson moved, and he 
figured out at last that it wasn’t on the ground but wedged in between trees, stuck like a kite. His head 
was feeling better, and he wanted more and more to get out of the black, tilted-over cabin. He 
squirmed over into the pilot’s seat and got his legs out, hung by his hands, and could not feel ground, 
only branches scraping his dangling legs. Finally he let go, not knowing how far he’d fall, but he had to 
get out of that cabin. It was only a few feet down. It jolted his head, but he felt better standing up. If 
only it wasn’t so dark, so black. He had a torch in his belt, he always carried one at night around 
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camp. But it wasn’t there. That was funny. It must have fallen out. He’d better get back into the 
hopper and get it. Maybe Aabi had taken it. 

Aabi had intentionally crashed the hopper, taken Davidson’s torch, and made a break for it. The slimy 
little bastard, he was like all the rest of them. The air was black and full of moisture, and you couldn’t 
tell where to put your feet, it was all roots and bushes and tangles. There were noises all around, water 
dripping, rustling, tiny noises, little things sneaking around in the darkness. He’d better get back up 
into the hopper, get his torch. But he couldn’t see how to climb back up. The bottom edge of the 
doorway was just out of reach of his fingers. 

There was a light, a faint gleam seen and gone away off in the trees. Aabi had taken the torch and gone 
off to reconnoiter, get orientated, smart boy. “Aabi!” he called in a piercing whisper. He stepped on 
something queer while he was trying to see the light among the trees again. He kicked at it with his 
boots, then put a hand down on it, cautiously, for it wasn’t wise to go feeling things you couldn’t see. A 
lot of wet stuff, slick, like a dead rat. He withdrew his hand quickly. He felt in another place after a 
while; it was a boot under his hand, he could feel the crossings of the laces. It must be Aabi lying there 
right under his feet. He’d got thrown out of the hopper when it came down. Well, he’d deserved it with 
his Judas trick, trying to run off to Central. Davidson did not like the wet feel of the unseen clothes 
and hair. He straightened up. There was the light again, black-barred by near and distant tree- trunks, 
a distant glow that moved. 

Davidson put his hand to his holster. The revolver was not in it. 

He’d had it in his hand, in case Post or Aabi acted up. It was not in his hand. It must be up in the 
helicopter with his torch. 

He stood crouching, immobile; then abruptly began to run. He could not see where he was going. 
Tree-trunks jolted him from side to side as he knocked into them, and roots tripped up his feet. He fell 
full length, crashing down among bushes. 

Getting to hands and knees he tried to hide. Bare, wet twigs dragged and scraped over his face. He 
squirmed farther into the bushes. His brain was entirely occupied by the complex smells of rot and 
growth, dead leaves, decay, new shoots, fronds, flowers, the smells of night and spring and rain. The 
light shone full on him. He saw the creechies. 

He remembered what they did when cornered, and what Lyubov had said about it. 

He turned over on his back and lay with his head tipped back, his eyes shut. His heart stuttered in his 
chest. 

Nothing happened. 

It was hard to open his eyes, but finally he managed to. They just stood there: a lot of them, ten or 
twenty. They carried those spears they had for hunting, little toy- looking things but the iron blades 
were sharp, they could cut right through your guts. 


He shut his eyes and just kept lying there. 
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And nothing happened. 


His heart quieted down, and it seemed like he could think better. Something stirred down inside him, 
something almost like laughter. By God they couldn’t get him down! If his own men betrayed him, 
and human intelligence couldn’t do any more for him, then he used their own trick against them— 
played dead like this, and triggered this instinct reflex that kept them from killing anybody who took 
that position. They just stood around him, muttering at each other. They couldn’t hurt him. 

It was as if he was a god. 

“Davidson.” 

He had to open his eyes again. The resin-flare carried by one of the creechies still burned, but it had 
grown pale, and the forest was dim gray now, not pitch-black. How had that happened? Only five or 
ten minutes had gone by. It was still hard to see but it wasn’t night any more. He could see the leaves 
and branches, the forest. He could see the face looking down at him. It had no color in this toneless 
twilight of dawn. The scarred features looked like a man’s. The eyes were like dark holes. 

“Let me get up,” Davidson said suddenly in a loud, hoarse voice. He was shaking with cold from lying 
on the wet ground. He could not lie there with Selver looking down at him. 

Selver was emptyhanded, but a lot of the little devils around him had not only spears but revolvers. 
Stolen from his stockpile at camp. He struggled to his feet. His clothes clung icy to his shoulders and 
the backs of his legs, and he could not stop shaking. 

“Get it over with,” he said. “Hurry-up-quick!” 

Selver just looked at him. At least now he had to look up, way up, to meet Davidson’s eyes. 

“Do you wish me to kill you now?” he inquired. He had learned that way of talking from Lyubov, of 
course; even his voice, it could have been Lyubov talking. It was uncanny. 

“It’s my choice, is it?” 

“Well, you have lain all night in the way that means you wished us to let you live; now do you want to 
die?” 

The pain in his head and stomach, and his hatred for this horrible little freak that talked like Lyubov 
and that had got him at its mercy, the pain and the hatred combined and set his belly churning, so he 
retched and was nearly sick. He shook with cold and nausea. He tried to hold on to courage. He 
suddenly stepped forward a pace and spat in Selver’s face. 

There was a little pause, and then Selver, with a kind of dancing movement, spat back. And laughed. 
And made no move to kill Davidson. Davidson wiped the cold spittle off his lips. 

“Look, Captain Davidson,” the creechie said in that quiet little voice that made Davidson go dizzy and 
sick, “we’re both gods, you and I. You’re an insane one, and I’m not sure whether I’m sane or not. But 
we are gods. There will never be another meeting in the forest like this meeting now between us. We 
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bring each other such gifts as gods bring. You gave me a gift, the killing of one’s kind, murder. Now, as 
well as I can, I give you my people’s gift, which is not killing. I think we each find each other’s gift 
heavy to carry. However, you must carry it alone. Your people at Eshsen tell me that if I bring you 
there, they have to make a judgment on you and kill you, it’s their law to do so. So, wishing to give you 
life, I can’t take you with the other prisoners to Eshsen; and I can’t leave you to wander in the forest, 
for you do too much harm. So you’ll be treated like one of us when we go mad. You’ll be taken to 
Rendlep where nobody lives any more, and left there.” 

Davidson stared at the creechie, could not take his eyes off it. It was as if it had some hypnotic power 
over him. He couldn’t stand this. Nobody had any power over him. Nobody could hurt him. “I should 
have broken your neck right away, that day you tried to jump me,” he said, his voice still hoarse and 
thick. 

“It might have been best,” Selver answered. “But Lyubov prevented you. As he now prevents me from 
killing you.—All the killing is done now. And the cutting of trees. There aren’t trees to cut on Rendlep. 
That’s the place you call Dump Island. Your people left no trees there, so you can’t make a boat and 
sail from it. Nothing much grows there any more, so we shall have to bring you food and wood to 
burn. There’s nothing to kill on Rendlep. No trees, no people. There were trees and people, but now 
there are only the dreams of them. It seems to me a fitting place for you to live, since you must live. 
You might learn how to dream there, but more likely you will follow your madness through to its 
proper end, at last.” 

“Kill me now and quit your damned gloating.” 

“Kill you?” Selver said, and his eyes looking up at Davidson seemed to shine, very clear and terrible, in 
the twilight of the forest. “I can’t kill you, Davidson. You’re a god. You must do it yourself.” 

He turned and walked away, light and quick, vanishing among the gray trees within a few steps. 

A noose slipped over Davidson’s head and tightened a little on his throat. Small spears approached his 
back and sides. They did not try to hurt him. He could run away, make a break for it, they didn’t dare 
kill him. The blades were polished, leaf- shaped, sharp as razors. The noose tugged gently at his neck. 
He followed where they led him. 

Chapter Eight 

SELVER had not seen Lyubov for a long time. That dream had gone with him to Rieshwel. It had been 
with him when he spoke the last time to Davidson. Then it had gone, and perhaps it slept now in the 
grave of Lyubov’s death at Eshsen, for it never came to Selver in the town of Broter where he now 
lived. 

But when the great ship returned, and he went to Eshsen, Lyubov met him there. 

He was silent and tenuous, very sad, so that the old carking grief awoke in Selver. Lyubov stayed with 
him, a shadow in the mind, even when he met the yumens from the ship. These were people of power; 
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they were very different from all yumens he had known, except his friend, but they were much 
stronger men than Lyubov had been. 

His yumen speech had gone rusty, and at first he mostly let them talk. When he was fairly certain 
what kind of people they were, he brought forward the heavy box he had carried from Broter. “Inside 
this there is Lyubov’s work,” he said, groping for the words. “He knew more about us than the others 
do. He learned my language and the Men’s Tongue; we wrote all that down. He understood somewhat 
how we live and dream. The others do not. I’ll give you the work, if you’ll take it to the place he 
wished.” 

The tall, white-skinned one, Lepennon, looked happy, and thanked Selver, telling him that the papers 
would indeed be taken where Lyubov wished, and would be highly valued. That pleased Selver. But it 
had been painful to him to speak his friend’s name aloud, for Lyubov’s face was still bitterly sad when 
he turned to it in his mind. He withdrew a little from the yumens, and watched them. Dongh and 
Gosse and others of Eshsen were there along with the five from the ship. The new ones looked clean 
and polished as new iron. The old ones had let the hair grow on their faces, so that they looked a little 
like huge, black-furred Athsheans. They still wore clothes, but the clothes were old and not kept clean. 
They were not thin, except for the Old Man, who had been ill ever since the Night of Eshsen; but they 
all looked a little like men who are lost or mad. 

This meeting was at the edge of the forest, in that zone where by tacit agreement neither the forest 
people nor the yumens had built dwellings or camped for these past years. Selver and his companions 
settled down in the shade of a big ash-tree that stood out away from the forest eaves. Its berries were 
only small green knots against the twigs as yet, its leaves were long and soft, labile, summer-green. 
The light beneath the great tree was soft, complex with shadows. 

The yumens consulted and came and went, and at last one came over to the ash- tree. It was the hard 
one from the ship, the Commander. He squatted down on his heels near Selver, not asking permission 
but not with any evident intention of rudeness. He said, “Can we talk a little?” 

“Certainly.” 

“You know that we’ll be taking all the Terrans away with us. We brought a second ship with us to carry 
them. Your world will no longer be used as a colony.” 

“This was the message I heard at Broter, when you came three days ago.” 

“I wanted to be sure that you understand that this is a permanent arrangement. We’re not coming 
back. Your world has been placed under the League Ban. What that means in your terms is this: I can 
promise you that no one will come here to cut the trees or take your lands, so long as the League 
lasts.” 

“None of you will ever come back,” Selver said, statement or question. 

“Not for five generations. None. Then perhaps a few men, ten or twenty, no more than twenty, might 
come to talk to your people, and study your world, as some of the men here were doing.” 
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“The scientists, the speshes,” Selver said. He brooded. “You decide matters all at once, your people,” 
he said, again between statement and question. 

“How do you mean?” The Commander looked wary. 

“Well, you say that none of you shall cut the trees of Athshe: and all of you stop. And yet you live in 
many places. Now if a headwoman in Karach gave an order, it would not be obeyed by the people of 
the next village, and surely not by all the people in the world at once...” 

“No, because you haven’t one government over all. But we do—now—and I assure you its orders are 
obeyed. By all of us at once. But, as a matter of fact, it seems to me from the story we’ve been told by 
the colonists here, that when you gave an order, Selver, it was obeyed by everybody on every island 
here at once. How did you manage that?” 

“At that time I was a god,” Selver said, expressionless. 

After the Commander had left him, the long white one came sauntering over and asked if he might sit 
down in the shade of the tree. He had tact, this one, and was extremely clever. Selver was uneasy with 
him. Like Lyubov, this one would be gentle; he would understand, and yet would himself be utterly 
beyond understanding. 

For the kindest of them was as far out of touch, as unreachable, as the crudest. That was why the 
presence of Lyubov in his mind remained painful to him, while the dreams in which he saw and 
touched his dead wife Thele were precious and full of peace. 

“When I was here before,” Lepennon said, “I met this man, Raj Lyubov. I had very little chance to 
speak with him, but I remember what he said; and I’ve had time to read some of his studies of your 
people, since. His work, as you say. It’s largely because of that work of his that Athshe is now free of 
the Terran Colony. This freedom had become the direction of Lyubov’s life, I think. You, being his 
friend, will see that his death did not stop him from arriving at his goal, from finishing his journey.” 

Selver sat still. Uneasiness turned to fear in his mind. This one spoke like a Great Dreamer. 

He made no response at all. 

“Will you tell me one thing, Selver. If the question doesn’t offend you. There will be no more questions 
after it...There were the killings: at Smith Camp, then at this place, Eshsen, then finally at New Java 
Camp where Davidson led the rebel group. That was all. No more since then...Is that true? Have there 
been no more killings?” 

“I did not kill Davidson.” 

“That does not matter,” Lepennon said, misunderstanding; Selver meant that Davidson was not dead, 
but Lepennon took him to mean that someone else had killed Davidson. Relieved to see that the 
yumen could err, Selver did not correct him. 

“There has been no more killing, then?” 
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“None. They will tell you,” Selver said, nodding toward the Colonel and Gosse. 

“Among your own people, I mean. Athsheans killing Athsheans.” 

Selver was silent. 

He looked up at Lepennon, at the strange face, white as the mask of the Ash Spirit, that changed as it 
met his gaze. 

“Sometimes a god comes,” Selver said. “He brings a new way to do a thing, or a new thing to be done. 
A new kind of singing, or a new kind of death. He brings this across the bridge between the dream¬ 
time and the world-time. When he has done this, it is done. You cannot take things that exist in the 
world and try to drive them back into the dream, to hold them inside the dream with walls and 
pretenses. That is insanity. What is, is. There is no use pretending, now, that we do not know how to 
kill one another.” 

Lepennon laid his long hand on Selver’s hand, so quickly and gently that Selver accepted the touch as 
if the hand were not a stranger’s. The green-gold shadows of the ash leaves flickered over them. 

“But you must not pretend to have reasons to kill one another. Murder has no reason,” Lepennon 
said, his face as anxious and sad as Lyubov’s face. “We shall go. Within two days we shall be gone. All 
of us. Forever. Then the forests of Athshe will be as they were before.” 

Lyubov came out of the shadows of Selver’s mind and said, “I shall be here.” 

“Lyubov will be here,” Selver said. “And Davidson will be here. Both of them. Maybe after I die people 
will be as they were before I was born, and before you came. But I do not think they will.” 
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